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SWEET SIMPLICITY. 


The Pet Niece (who, on valuable uncle’s visit, has been allowed to stay up for dessert). ‘ 
SURE \TO BRING OUT SOME OF YOUR OLD CHESTNUTS. May I Have some? Do, PLease!” 
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‘On, Unsere Tom, Farmer saip You wWovuLp Be 








VENUS TO MARS. The butcher wooes the parlour-maid, 
t , ~ And cook prefers a dark-blue helmet ; | 
(“A private of the Buffs has been court- But though the vogue has turned to 
martialed for striking a corporal during an tonal 
altercation arising out of the private having a , 
worn his curls outside his cap... . It is pro- You re impotent to overwhelm it. 
What influence can you exert 


bable that the cap now in general use in the 
Army, and also khaki for home wear, will On nurse perambulating Baby ? 


disappear, as both are in disfavour with F/ylist !—small blame if you desert 
| recruits.” —Daily Paper. | As soon as may be. 
Dear man of Mars, whose lordly gait 
Upsets the nerves of foreign nations, 
We, one and all, commiserate we . 
Your pardonable perturbations. The tragedy of dowdiness 
Though men may fail to understand Fills us with honourable loathing. 
The need, in clothes, of schemes poetic, If they refuse to make you smart, 
You ’ll find the ladies of the land And keep your value down to zero,— 
Most sympathetic. How can they ae ll have the heart 
© be a hero? 


| 
| 
| 
| 


We sympathise with your distress, 
We know the power of pretty clothing, 





And did they put upon its head — A a 


A cap inordinately silly ? : ; 
And must it change its gold and red Visitor. Well, now, tell me how old 
you all are? 


For bilious khaki, willy nilly ? 
Khaki ’s such unbecoming wear Little Girl. Vera’s twelve, Morte. ’s 
Whencheeks are pale inchilly weather; | ten, Vioter’s eight, Guy and Una, the 
Nor may one curl of silky hair twins, are six, and I’m five. 1 think 
Escape its tether. mother ’s twenty. 





Vor. CEXVI. 


Note and Query. 

I mave often heard of “Sewing the 
Wind.” Has a stitch in the side which 
stops one’s breath anything to do with 
this? Yours, A Constant Inquiner. 


Embarrassment of Riches: Margate. 

Mother. Now, Tommy, which would 
you rather do—have a donkey ride or 
watch father bathe ? 


Frou the Dublin Evening Mail: 

“Mr. Hyves also moved for a similar order 
against Joun Wanp, deceased, THos. WaLpron, 
| deceased, . . . and for an extension of time 
| for a month for the service of the order, owing 
to the difficulty of effecting service. The appli- 
cation was granted.” 


From the Coleraine Chronicle :— 


of a baby, not under 35 years of aus 


Apply,” &c. 





" ANTED, a NURSE to take entire charge 
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HOME THOUGHTS FROM ABROA 


if, . 


| Beweata a noon athirst to spend 
The night's largesse of healing dew, 
Russet and grey the rocks descend 
Sheer to the sudden shoreless blue ; 
Blossom of almond, bloom of peach 
From crannied ledges lean their banners, 
And Nature, far as eye can reach, 
Adopts the most engaging manners. 


Here, closely linked, the dancing hours 
Renew the one unwearying strain ; 
Each season flaunts her spoil of flowers 
Moving with jocund steps and fain ; 
And Winter's self, the mate of Spring, 
Checks not the feet that follow after ; 
And April weaves her dedal ring 
With never a tear to dim the laughter. 


Man, too, where other prospects please, 
Is not, as usual, simply vile ; 
His lesson learnt at Nature's knees, 
He wears an entente cordiale smile ; 
I hear his happy, reckless hoot, 
I breathe his generous pungent odours 
Where all the lower Corniche Route 
Resounds with Anglo-French exploders.® 


Why, then, should I desert a spot 
That makes my vagrant waistcoat thrill, 
Prompting the rhymes I loosely dot 
Down on my local washing-bill ? 
Why quit a world whose beauty wakes 
The lyre of middle-aged Apollos, 
And seek a dubious clime that breaks 
The back of disillusioned swallows ? 


Is it in view of Browntxoe’s words 
Touching the charm of British Springs 
That I, with those misguided birds, 
Propose to fare on northward wings ? 
Is it because my spirit pines 
For London's over-rated season ? 
No, it is not. The following lines 
Confess a larger, loftier reason. 


‘There is a moment (just behind 
The vernal equinox it falls) 
When patriots, like the undersigned, 
Are ware of England's voice that calls! 
At once, from bower or bath or bed 
(No cost so great the heart would grudge it) 
Chey fly, like me, to hold her head, 
And help to see her through the Budget ! 
La Turbie 
By Tre, Pol, and Pen 
Ye may know the Cornish men.—Old Song. 
By Teuf, Hoot and Toot 
Ye may know the Corniche Route-—New Song. 


0.8. 
ip d' Ail 





‘‘A Little Learning.” 


} 


M. BOUDIN IN ENGLAND. 
No, II. 


| 1 wave tried on more than one occasion to explain to 
_Boupiy that one of the numerous secrets of our greatness as 
a nation is our resolute devotion to sport and open-air 
exercise, and the consequent hardihood and indifference to 
| danger which are bred in us by these pursuits. ‘“ Bovupry,” 
I said to him the other day, while we were on our way to see 
|a great football match between the Southminster iow 
‘and the Stonewall Thursdays, “ Boupm, it’s a wonderful 
|thing this love of sport that is implanted in the British 


breast. We hold by it a great deal; our public men en- 
|courage it. You will see Lord Somersmam kick off the ball 
to-day.” 


“ Ah,” says Boupmy, “ Lord Somersnam is a player of foot- 
ball? I did not know. Which side does he play on, this 
lord? Is he a strongman? Can he run fast and kick the 
ball far?” 
| “Why, no,” Isaid. “I’m not sure that he ever played 
football himself, and, as to strength and pace—well, you ‘ll 
see him and judge for yourself. But you must admit that 
it's a good thing to have a man like that—an Earl, you know, 
and all that sort of “te showing an interest in the amuse- 
|ments of the people. We hold that in this way we avoid 
revolutions and bring classes together, don’t you know ?” 
| Well, you may believe me or not, but it’s the plain truth 
that Boupry, if 1 may say so, wouldn’t have this at any 
| price :— 
| “IT know your Somersnam,” he said, “as well as if I had 
already seen this lord who is not a football-player, but who 
is to kick the ball once to-day with a patent leather boot. 
| He will not kick him very far, oh no, but he will kick him, and 
‘the spectators will give lively applaudings and he will walk 
/away thinking he is a splendid fellow for giving this kick, 
}and the crowd will think they are splendid fellows because 
ihe has come down amongst them. We have not quite got 
rid of our SomersHams in France: they are still there, but we 
do not fall down and let them put their patent leather boots 
on our necks.” 
| “My dear Bovupty,” I interrupted, for we were walking 
with many others, and I didn’t care to have such sentiments 
addressed to me without protest. ‘“ My dear Boupry, you must 
admit there is some slight difference between a monarchy and 
a republic. A republic is unfavourable to the growth of 
individuality: it cultivates a dead level of respectable 
mediocrity- fa 

“Oh,” laughed Bounty, “I know that phrase by heart. I 
have read it myself in your Daily Something or other. It is 
a beautiful phrase and very consoling, and it goes on that a 
monarchy like the British Monarchy which rests upon the 
affections of the people can do—well, I really do not know 
that there was anything that this newspaper thought it could 
not do—but I do not think it explains Lord Somersnam. 
And these football-players, now—what kind of men are 
| they?” 
| “The Southminster Meteors,” I replied, “are famous for 
their great victory last year. The Stonewall Thursdays have 
been, I believe, comparatively unknown until this year. In 
fact. their Jast season was almost disastrous, but the Com- 
mittee includes some of the best business men of the district, 


Lady Tactful (visiting small farmer), I hope, Jomy, the|and they got together a considerable sum of money and 


rain has not damaged the wheat. 

John. Ah, my lady, some of it will never grow; the wet 
has buated it. 

Mra. John (who is ‘“‘ educated’). He should have said 
“ bursted,” my lady. That's what he means. 

Lady Tactful. Never mind. 
fashioned pronunciation 


1 think I prefer the old- 


managed to collect a really first-class team. They pay their 
men well and regularly, and train them to perfection———” 
“Pay them!” said Boupry, putting his hand up to his 
head, like a man who has had a sudden shock. “ Pay them! 
| Then it may be they are not from Stonewall these Thursdays 





that are to play to-day! They are hired and paid. Oh, but 
they cannot win against the Southminster men, those patriotic 
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| Meteors who are not paid. I will bet 
| five francs on the men of Southminster.’’ | 
| “Pardon me,” I observed. “ You do} 
| not seem to understand. The South-| 
minster team is paid also. They are) 
both professional teams. I don’t think 
there ’s a man from Stonewall or South- 
minster amongst them, except one, by 
the way, from Stonewall, and he’s play- 
| ing for the Southminster team.” 

“ But then,” says he, “ they are gladia- 
tors. They do not count. Where is 
| your love of open-air exercise in this?) 
| You all sit and look on while twenty-| 
| two men, who are well paid at so much | 
the kick, run about after a ball. Now 
in France we play ourselves, not many | 
of us, it is true, but we do not pay 
gladiators to amuse us. My dear friend, 
you are in your decadence. You are 
like the Spaniards with their bull- 
fights.” 
“Pardon me, Boupr,” I said, with 
some asperity, “1 cannot permit you to 
compare our British football to anything 

so degrading as a bull-fight.” 

“Oh,” said he, “I take back the bull- 
fight if you do not like him, but the rest | 
is true.’ 

At this moment we arrived at the 
football ground, and went in. I have 
left myself no room to describe either 
Lord Soumtemas’s opening kick or the 
progress of the match. It was a glorious 
sight, such as you can see only in this | 
country. That much Bounty was forced 
to admit. 








THE GOLDEN MEAN. 


Tere be to whom the buttered bun 
And thumping gingerbread appeal, 
Who eat the artless Sally Lunn, 
And swallow macaroons with zeal ; 
Who when they hear the bell for tea,’ll 
Assume an obvious air of zest, 
And eat enormously, yet feel 
Quite comfortable in the chest. 


Give me, at half-past twelve or one, 
A homely but substantial meal ; 

Boiled mutton, slightly underdone, 
Or ribs of beef, or even veal. 

The prawn, the oyster and the eel, 


The lobster’s claw, the turkey’s| 
breast 
Impair the wan digestion’s weal, 


But I consume them with the best. 


I deem it cowardly to shun 
The hidden terrors they conceal ; 
They give you pains, but never one 
That patent pills refuse to heal ; 
Though I myself prefer to deal 
Less drastically when oppressed 
By too much food :—I simply steal 
Into the library and rest. 








SeasonaBLe Sprmc Puvswicatioys. - 
Lams’s Tales. 
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NOT QUITE HER MEANING. 


The Viear’s Daughter. “I’m GLAD TO FIND YOU'VE TURNED OVER A NEW LEAF, MUGGLES, axD 
DON'T WASTE YouR Money at Tae Pveiic-novse.” 
Muggles. “ Yes, Miss, | wave ir IN BY THE Barret Now, AND THAT DO Come CHEAPER!” 


LEGEND ABRIDGED. 
[Professor Briver, lecturing on sounds due 
to modifications of the internal anatomy of 
fishes, stated that the Sirens of the ancients 
were undoubtedly vocal fish.] 
Wuar was the song the Sirens sang 
Once in the long ago? 
Is it not written in Buroner and Lane ? 
Surely the latter would know. 


Where shall we seek those wondrous 
isles, 
How shall we hear those strains ? 
Follow a leader of many wiles, 
Choose a Professor of brains. 


Come, let us sail on a keel of Fact, 
Bound to a mast of Prose ; 

This way are Sirens caught in the act, 
Thus we may find———Who knows ? 


Haply a fish in the wine-dark sea, 
Blest with a bladdery drum, 















Using a twist in his vertebrae 
Simply to make things hum. 
Haply a proof that if Hower nod, 

Science provides excuse, 
Melody wrung from a vocal cod 
Put to equivocal use. 


What if the Sirens’ song was sweet ? 
Think of a fish-bone ridge ! 

Fancy and fact at the last shall meet, 
Knowledge creates a Briner. 








Liverpool’s Speciality ? 
From the Northern Daily Mail :-— 


“Among the passengers arriving by the 
Cunard liner Etruria at Liverpool on Saturday 
night was Dr. Lepwia Hextoex, who purposes 
to carry on experiments in this country for 
tracking the scarlet-fever germ. Dr. Hextoes 
will spend about two months in Liverpool, and 
experiment on apes. There is a fine field for 





research at Liverpool.” 
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CHARIVARIA. 


Ir is rumoured that, encouraged by 
the success of the Anglo-French arrange- 


| ment, the Sultan of Morocoo is about to 


come to terms with the Pretender, the 


| basis of the agreement being that the 


Sunray is to bave England, and the 


Pretender France 


We are sorry to learn that the recent 
sudden and treacherous attack by the 
fhibetans on our men at Garu seriously 
injured the photographs that the officers 

ere taking 


By the courtess of the Daily Mail 
enabled to publish a further 
Royal and Imperial Joke made by the 
Karser at Malta. In the gardens of the 
San Antonio Palace the august visitor 
planted a tree. As he did so, he said 
wittily and laughingly to the gardener, | 
Don't forget to water it, Grorce.” 


e are 


The war-correspondents at ‘Tokio are 
stated to be spending their time playing 
billiards. It is of course only natural 
that they should like to see the balls 
flying, and every now and then to hear 
“au Cannon, 


Mr. Justice Graytaam has been fined 
£20 by a pickpocket without option of 
imprisonment. 


The Ayr Town Council has been 
recommended by a public meeting to 
re-elect Bailie Mt NRO, the author of the 
recent Burns Temple hoax, on the ground 
that “a little nonsense now and then is 
relished by the wisest men.” This idea| 
of giving the members of the Council a 
chance of showing that they are, after 
all, wise men, is really shrewd. 


One of the conditions of the sale of 
old British warships which took place 
last week was that none of the vessels 
was to be sold to the Powers now at 
war. The dispute between the London | 
County Council and the Thames Steam- | 
boat Company therefore prevented any | 
of these vessels being purchased for | 
river traffic. 

a | 

The Germans have fought an eight’ 
hours’ battle with the Herreros. The 
Trades Unionists claim this as a victory. 


In consequence of the recent theft of 
cannon from the Rotunda at Woolwich, 
all our new guns are, it is said, to have 
a neat chemist’'s label affixed, ‘“ Not to be 
taken.” 





The Moore and Burgess Minstrels are | 


no more. Peace to their bones! 


With reference to the edition of) literal translations from the Bessarabian. | ex-soldier.” 


Dickexs’s works which a New York 
publisher is preparing for millionaires, 
we understand that the same is not for 
reading, but merely to brag about. 


A complete set, as already announced, 
will cost £26,000. It is possible that, 
later on, a popular edition at £13,000 
will be produced. 


It is hoped that the members of the 
Football Club who so disgraced them- 
selves at Tenby the other day will 
shortly win a gaol 


We understand that next year the 
Motor-Boat Races at Monte Carlo 
to take place in the evening, as the 
effect of the illumination when a boat 
catches fire is so much prettier in the 


dark. 


are 


“May and December cannot mate,” 
said Mr. Piowpen the other day. Our 


recollection of last May is not so pleasant. 


More Post Office delay! Mr. Boupixe, 
in an address to London spiritualists, 
stated that he had only just received a 
communication from ANNE BoLeyy. 


MUSICAL JOTTINGS. 
Tae Bitcer Festiva. 


Aut the arrangements are now com- 
plete for the Bitcer Festival, which is 
to be. held early in June at Olympia. 
In all, four performances will be given: 
on Monday the 6th, Wednesday the 8th, 
Friday the 10th, and Saturday the 11th. 
Professor Erasmus Bucer, who will 
conduct the Festival, has never visited 
England before, but his name has long 
been a household word amongst us. 
More strident than Srravss, more exciting 
than Sousa, more dramatic than WaGNeEr, 
it is not too much to say that the famous 
Bessarabian composer is now the fore- 
most luminary of the musical world. 


The programme for the opening day 
will include the new overture The Siege 
of Port Arthur, the new concerto for the 
grosse caisse, and the Symphonic Poem, 
The Devil among the Tailors. On 
Wednesday will be presented the cantata 
Pandemonium, the overture to The 
Boilermakers, and a new scena for bass 
solo and double orchestra entitled Stentor 
defying the Thunder. Friday's pro- 
gramme will consist of the oratorio The 
Bull of Bashan, and Saturday's will be 


devoted to extracts from the opera of | 


Armageddon, and the new puzzle sym- 
phony Abracadabra ; or, He, She, and 
the Postman. The above titles are all 


As the Abracadabra symphony has 
never yet been heard in England, the 
following extract from an article by Mr. 
H. Crotsop, the eminent American critic, 
may interest our readers. Writing in 


| 
| 


the Minnesota Mugicump Mr. CHoLLop 


says 


“Rigid and unmanageable in their simple 


form as chunks of old red sandstone, 
| themes become, in Herr Brroer’s magical hands, 
as plastic as putty, as digestible as blanc 
mange. The working-out section in the first 
movement, where the solemn strains of the 
perdoneum are heard for the first time through 


the | 


a shimmering mist of tremolando picaroons, | 


|i8 im its way quite unique. 


| remarks, ‘imagination’s widest stretch 


As the poet | 
in | 


|wonder dies away’ before the rhomboidal | 


conglucination of Bitcer’s polyphony. One 





galliambic frenzy of the Scherzo—it is salicylic, 
unless indeed we should say atarambamphian. 
The slow movement is more than divine: the 
finale is the apotheosis of amentia. It used to 
be said, See Naples and die. A better way is 
| to hear Bitcer and get a new drum to your 
ear. 


The orchestra, in addition to the usual 
complement of strings and wind, will be 
augmented for the occasion by the fol- 
|lowing instruments: Two Bombardo- 
|phones, three large perdoneums with 
| muted scoops, four bass jamboons, three 
| picaroons, two octoroons and one maca- 
roon, four contra-zoedones (the first two 
,in D and A, and the two others in M 

and N), four sitzbaths, one tubular 
Italian bedstead, ten cab-whistles, three 
pairs of kitchen tongs, one piccolo warm- 
ing-pan, one sax-harpoon, one pestle and 
mortar, two gas-jets (in C and C sharp), 
jane sixteen cockatoos. 

| 








| LIMITATIONS. 

For Mr. Brersoum Tree's Dramatic 
School there is to be, as announced, a 
“First Entrance Exam.” Quite right, 
of course, but why not “a Second 
Entrance Exam.” and another for a Third 
Entrance? Or is there to be a special 
class for students whose duties in the 
art of acting are to be entirely confined 
to coming on at the “ First Entrance” 
either “ra. or u.n.”? If this be so, 
should there not also be a very strict 
examination of the pupils whose duty it 
will be to get a rise in the Theatrical 
profession by coming up “traps”? Will 
the Grigolatis have a class which will 
include the responsibilities of Wire- 
pullers and the duties of flying fairies ? 
We are anxious to see a further de- 
veloped prospectus of the School of 
Treeatrical Art as soon as possible. 











| More Arwy Rerorw NeEEDED.—From 

the Yorkshire Post: ‘“ Leeds.—Capital 
beer-house, doing nice steady trade, suit 
Who controls soldier-ex ? 


word, and one only, can dimly adumbrate the | 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 


Diatinguished Artiat. “ PenHars 1F YOU COME HERE YOU WILL GET A BETTER LIGHT ON THE PicTuRE. 


ENUUGH.” 


Fair Visitor (desirous to understand). “ Yes, res, I Know. 


— 


ONE CAN'T GET FAR ENOUGH AWAY From your Pictures 


‘THis STUDIO 18 NOT NEARLY LARGE 


om” 





FRANCHISE REFLECTIONS. 
“In the Australian Commonwealth every 


male and female who is of age and qualified 
by residence possesses the suffrage... . The 


Premier of Victoria has been reduced to 
threatening a Bill compelling the voter to 
come to the poll.” —Daily Chronicle. | 
Tue old, old tale! Man prizes 
What he possesses not, 
And evermore despises 
The treasure he has got. 
The apple on the topmost tree, 
The unattainable fair She— 
How excellent they seem to be 
While still beyond his lot! 


Brave men have fought and striven 
With body and with soul 

That they might e’en be given 
The freedom of the poll : 


But glance o'er Southern waters, 


Where Freedom reigns alone, 
And all her sons and daughters 

Can make their wishes known. 
There you will find the votes as thick | 
As blackberries, when corn ’s in rick, 
And none of course will care to pick 

What is so freely strown. 


Old Athens in her glory 

Was called upon to face 
The same ignoble story 

About her sons’ disgrace. 
They would not go to vote—not they! | 
They loved to loaf the livelong day, | 
And gossip in an idle way 

Around the market-place 


Then was the rope well reddened, 


Compelling one and all 
Whose civic sense was deadened 


| Ah, happy thought! Let's follow 


The Periclean lead ! 
Let every Briton wallow 
In votes he does not need ; 
And if he fail to exercise 
The privilege he ought to prize, 
Such action let us stigmatise 
And make his pockets bleed. 


Thus deficits shall vanish, 

And lo! the unwonted sight 
Of surpluses shall banish 

The fears of Budget night. [play 
Instead of frowns, glad smiles shall 
About the House on that fair day 
When other taxes pass away 

Into the Ewigkeit. 


A Junyvwan oF A Stze.—A Welsh 


publican who weighs thirty stone has 











lately been informed that his bulk will | 
not invalidate him from sitting on juries. 
“Squashing the verdict” is likely to 
| become a popular feature at the Welsh 

' Assizes. 


To answer duty’s call. 
If any sought to duck his head, 
His chiton showed the tell-tale red, 
And from his purse the obols sped 
To build the long sea-wall. 


And lady lobbyists, at sight 
Of whom pale Members speed their 
flight, 
Believe the world would all be right 
Were they upon the roll. 


wee iOS 














UNLIMITED ST. LOUIS. 

Craseiess in their endeavours to turn 
the St. Louis Exhibition into a veritable 
| microcosm, the Executive have arranged 
not only for a vivid representation of 
ithe Boer War, the preparations for 
which have been just concluded, but 
also for the faithful reproduction of a 
of other phases of the 





variety 


spirit. Thus: 
Side Show No. XXIII. 
THE BRITISH SENATE. 
A FISCAL NIGHT IN THE HOUSE 


OF COMMONS 
Every day at 3 and 9, the English 
MR. WINSTON CHURCHILL, 
specially engaged at enormous expense, 
will repeat his famous 
CLEARING-HOUSE SPEECH, 
| in the midst of which a number of 
| Tratwep AND Brarsy Histrrions 
will execute an exact imitation of the 
MINISTERIAL STAMPEDE, 
headed by 
BILL GILLETTE as MR. BALFOUR 


Side Show No. XXX. 


LONDON DURING THE SALES. 
ENGLISH AMAZONS ON THE WAR-PATH 
Tae Stece or Derry Axp Toms. 

For this representation, which will 
occur twice a day during the Exhibition, 
THREE HUNDRED OF LONDON’S 
LEADING BARGAIN-HUNTERS 

will be specially imported. 
A Thousand Dollars worth of 
Remnants are 
TORN TO SHREDS 
at every performance. 


N.B 





Side Show No. LXVI. 
(Reduced Model.) 
BRITISH MUSEUM READING 
ROOM 
On Saturday Afternoon. 


| SERMON-COPYING IN FULL SWING. 


THE 


In the Great Arena. 


Two Prrrormances Dalry 
will be given by 
MR. A. P. WATT’S 
CONGRESS OF ROUGH WRITERS, 
chief among whom will be 
RUD KIPLING Imperialist Verse-jerker). 
M’RICE HEWLETT (Battle-Axe Exponent). 
CON DOYLE 
BILL I 
i1EEKY 





the Human Sleuth-hound),. 

E QUEUX (Sensational Illusionist). 
CHESTERTON (Lightning Impro- 
viser). 

THEO WATTS-DUNTON (Hyphen Expert). 

| PET RIDGE 


Cockney Impersonator), 


“FUTURE” WELLS (with Counsels of Per- 
fection). 

JEROMKY JEROME (with imitations of Marx 
Twat). 


British | 
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SID LEE (the (enstiend-en> Aven Bacon- | 


puncher). 
nd 


a 
ALF AUSTIN (British Lion Comique). 


The British Slow Lunch Restaurant. 


In this Eating-house Americans who 


are in the habit of placing on their office 
doors a placard which runs: 
“ Gore To Luncu, 
Back ts Five Mrxvtes,” 
will have the novel sensation of being} 
neglected by 
LONDON WAITERS 
whose 
Native DeviperaTeNess 
is aggravated by 
Ruevumaric ARTHRITIS. 

At this Restaurant even the 
Hasty Puppincs FREEZE EN ROUTE. 
Segeutity:—POTAGE D’ESCARGOTS. 
N.B.—-Don’t ask for the salle 4 manger: ask 

for the salle d’attente. 
N.B.—Have your tips handy, as there is a 


charge for going out. 





MORE NEW ELEMENTS. 

An Interview with Sir William Ramsay.) 

Tue report that Dr. Baskervitze, the 
Trans-Atlantic Ramsay, has discovered 
several new elements in the radio- 
active group, has not excited any sur- 
prise on the part of our Sir Wiuas 
Ramsay, whom one of Mr. Punch’s 
representatives recently interviewed at 
University College. 

= Yes,” 


“ BASKERVILLE is an able chemist and 


veracious investigator, and I place com- | 


plete confidence in his statement of the | 
discovery of two new elements, which he | 
has no doubt already tried on his hound, 
an animal of a highly fluorescent tem- 
perament. But, after all, the addition 
of two new elements is a paltry con- 
| tribution compared with the lait heeee 
which I have discovered in the last few 
days.” 

“ Half a dozen?” asked Mr. Punch’s 
representative in amazement. “So 
many?” 

“O, yes,” replied the intrepid savant, 
“T consider a day lost that does not 
produce a new element.” ; 

“ And what are the latest ?”’ 
the interviewer. 

“Well, let us take them in order. 
The first is Savillium, a gregarious 
substance which gives off the well-known 
Lankester _ Rays in great profusion and 
intensity.’ 

“Can these Rays be used for illumi- 


nating purposes ?” 
“ Yes, certainly. 


inquired 


One of them is now 


| installed at the Natural History Museum, 


South Kensington, where it may 
observed in a high degree of activity.” 
“This is profoundly interesting. 

implore you to continue.” 


I} 


be} 


| « Certainly : to proceed with my list. 


| Another of the new elements is Tim- 
| helium, found originally in some vitriol 
| waste at Bantry, co. Kerry. This is an 
extraordinarily active and aggressive 
element, the peculiarity of which is that 
\it is excited to an inordinate degree 
by contact with the cognate elements 
of Dillonium, Flavinium, or Davittium.” 

The great scientist here paused for 
breath, giving the interviewer an oppor- 
tunity of recording his words exactly as 
they fell from the magician’s lips. After 
imbibing a refreshing draught of liquid 
air (Dewar's Special Vatted) the speaker 
continued : 

“Corellium, another recent discovery, 
is an extraordinarily beautiful but very 
sensitive element, recently found in 
mighty atoms on the banks of the Avon, 
but as to its utility there is a conflict of 
opinion. 

“Lastly,” said Sir Wiuam, “ there is 
Seelium, found all over the Isle of 
Wight, and also for a while at West- 
minster. Curiously, however, Seelium 
vanished from Westminster for a short 
period—completely. But it is now again 
noticeable there. A very disturbing 
element indeed.” 

“And how long a life, Sir Wituiam, 
do you give these new forces?” 

“They will disintegrate and disap- 
pear,” said the Marvel of Science, “in a 
very short time—one and all,” and with 
these profoundly pessimistic words he 
| turned again to his liquid air. 





said the Gower Street scientist, | 








DRY-FLY NOTES. 
For tae Very Rica. 


| Havine secured a mile or miles of some 

first-rate chalk-stream, and thus having 
established his claim to social distinction, 
| the plutocratic tyro will next set about 
providing himself with the apparatus 
necessary to his sport. On this point 
the following hints may be of service : 

Waders.—These are essential. No 
portion of the fisherman’s outfit has a 
more thoroughly sporting appearance. 
As spurs serve to mark the fearless 
horseman, so waders must always indi- 
cate the successful angler. It is well to 
enter the water from time to time. The 
wet area resulting from this practice 
will always create a pleasant impression 
upon the mind of the spectators. 

Brogues.—These should always be 
built of canvas and brown leather. The 
| straps and buckles are very workman- 
| like, and nothing gives a better finish to 
| the costume. 

Rod.—It is advisable to have a rod. 
|Should the fisherman find occasion to 
walk any distance along the high-road, 
|the presence of this implement at once 
declares his purpose to any brake-loads | 





|of holiday-makers which may overtake 














| 





| the net itself to stand up immediately 


| Of course, by the water, both rod and 
| net will be carried, each by its proper 
| attendant. 
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or meet him. Without the Rod he 
might conceivably be mistaken for a 
farm hand. With it, the most ignorant 
of tourists must know him for what 
he is. 

Landing-net.—When using the high- 
road as above-mentioned, it is customary 
to slip the handle of this useful weapon 
down the back of the jacket, allowing 


| above the head. This is very effective. 


Flies.—No self-respecting fisherman 
will provide himself with fewer than six 
assorted dozen of these indispensable 
little contrivances. Of these, five dozen 
will be retained for purposes of com- 
parison, discussion and exchange, should 
the Waltonian meet with a brother of 
the angle. 

The twelve remaining flies will be 
selected carefully from among the May- 
flies, Sedges, Alders and other large 
varieties, and will be sewn strongly on 
to the cap, topee, or other head-dress. 
This simple precaution will always win 
the admiration of the uninitiated. 

It is assumed that the angler for 





whose benefit these lines are written, 
though suitably wealthy, is one who} 
desires to conform as fully as possible | 
to the simple and unassuming canons | 
of his craft. The number of the atten- | 
dants who, it is suggested, should wait | 
upon him has therefore been brought | 
down to the irreducible minimum. 
None but anglers of the very first rank 





(incomes from £200,000 per annum 
upwards) will find it necessary to sur- 


| round themselves with a greater number 


| of servants. 


In a few words then, and 


| by way of illustration, let us try to, 
| indicate the manner in which a modern | 


trout should be brought to grass. 

The Angler Proper will repair to a 
tree situated at a convenient distance | 
from the water, thereunder to enjoy his | 


| Regalia or his repose as his fancy may | 


su 


t. 
The Notifier of Rises will station 
| himself by the stream, the surface of 
| which he must closely scan for any sign 


of a moving fish. This office involves 
| some responsibility, for he who fills it 
| must possess the power of discriminating 
between the rises of small or large trout. 
A really competent Notifier will never 
bring his master to the waterside for 
anything under three pounds. 

On a fish being signalled the Rod 
hearer will hetake himself with all 
speed to the bank, and after getting 
into position will let out sufficient line 
to enable the Angler Proper to reach the 
quarry. All being ready, the Notifier 
will inform his employer of the fact. 

_ The Angler Proper will now come 
into action. Taking the rod from its 


ow. Stamre « 


WHAT SHE OUGHT NOT TO HAVE SAID. 


She. “I BAVEN’T SEEN ANY OF YOUR PEOPLE HERE To-wicnt, Mr. Carrer. I nore THEY ARE 


| WELL?” 


Mr. Carter. “ No. 
come.” 


THEY'VE ALL Gor cotps. I WAS THE ONLY OWE OF THE FAMILY ABLE TO 
She. “On! I am sorry.” 








| 
|bearer he will make the necessary cast, 
| rise and hook the fish, when, relinquish- 
| should stand close by), he will return to 
his amusements. Nothing now remains 
but for the Lander to slip the net under 
| the Spotted Beauty, for the Photographer 
| (who has already secured a record of the 
| successful cast) to develop his plate 
and for the Reporter (whose office may, 
where Spartan simplicity is a desidera- 
tum, be held by the last-named official 
to send in bis account of the capture to 
enrich the columns of the Sporting 
Press. 





WHEN is a fisherman like a Hindoo ? 
When he loses his cast. 


‘ing the split-cane to the Player (who! 


A ‘‘Times” Query Answered. 


Say, “Who controle Policeman X ?” 
Why, look’ee, 
He—so devoted to the sex, 
And ever wary 
Near an “ airy’ 
Is oft controlled by ‘ Cooky.” 


Awanns or Merrr. Mr. C 
of his services to Sussex 
cricket, has been presented with a motor- 
car. Taking the hint, the motorists of 
Great Britain have presented Mr. C. 8. 
Rous with a cricket-bat. Both gentle 
men hope to make some record runs 
with their gifts. 


recognition 


B. Fry, in | 
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A SPRING HANDICAP. 


“Way pip rou not rus your Horse, Uncie?” 
* BECAUSE THEY PUT TOO MUCH WEIGHT ON HIM, MY DEAR.” 


“T SUPPOSE THEY THOUGHT YOU MIGHT WANT TO RIDE HIM YOURSELF.” 








SHAKSPEARE IN LONDON. 


A prier official announcement has 
been made to the effect that on the 23rd 
inst.—the anniversary of SHAKSPEARE’s 
birth and death—Mr. Farrwan Onrpisn 
will conduct a ramble through S#ax- 


| spEARE’s London, followed by a short 
| address in the Hall of Gray’s Inn by 


Mr. Carwicnagt Stopes. Mr. Punch is 
glad to be able to supplement this bald 
statement with the following interesting 


| details as to the itinerary to be followed 
i . 
| on the occasion. 


Every member of tha expedition 


| having been furnished with a copy of 


Bacon's Map of London, the procession 
will form up outside Mr. Smyey Lee's 
residence in Kensington, whence, sing- 
ing in unison “‘Come unto these yellow 
sands,” it will march to the Albert Hall, 
where a pianoforte recital by Mr. 
Wriwiam Saakspeare will be given. 
Between the morceaux Mr. Farman 
Orptsa will lecture on “ What SHaksPeare 


|would probably have thought of the| the Sausage King, in the réle of Polonius, 
Albert Memorial if he had seen it.” and Mr. Atcernon Asuton as First Grave- 
The party will then move on to the| digger. 
British Museum, singing “Sigh no more, | he programme will be fittingly com- 
ladies,” where a pause will be made for) pleted by an al fresco féte in Stratford 
a review by Dr. Furyivatz, in the cos-| Place, with old English games, climbing 
tume of a Field Marshal, of all the a greased pole, tilting at the Quintain, 
students in the Reading Room who are &c., organised by Sir GiupertT Parker 
engaged in Shakspearian research. To and Sir Lewis Morris, and a grand 
each a copy of the latest homcopathic| costume conversazione and champagne 
edition of Love's Labour's Lost will be| supper at the “ Falstaff Arms,” East- 
presented, together with a microscope to| cheap, when the Laureate will present 
facilitate perusal. Mr. > eee Orpish with a butt of 
To the strains of ‘You spotted| Malvoisie and sing ‘‘ Hark, hark, the 
snakes,” the procession will now seek | lark.” 
Madame Tossavup’s, where the effigy of 
the Bard will be examined, and where 
Mr. Israet Gowtayxcz will recite in the 











From the Yorkshire Post :— 


Chamber of Horrors “O that this too too 
solid wax would melt.” 

The company, tearing itself away, 
will then march four abreast to the tune 
of *‘ On, Bacons, on,”’ vid Ham Common, 


‘to Denmark Hill, and give an open-air | 


performance of Hamlet, with Mr. Harris, ' 


ae ANTED, Hovsexeerer-Geverat. Birth- 
day about September 23 ; small house ; 
four in family ; entire duties except laundry.” 


“ Birthday on February 29” would be 


more easily understood. 


A Srireme Arricte.—A teaspoon. 








i 
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| 
| 
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THE RECKONING. 


Mr. But. “ YOU "RE A CHARMING COMPANION, MY DEAR ARTHUR; BUT I REALLY DON’T 
THINK I CAN LET YOU ORDER THE DINNER AGAIN.” 
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| 
| ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
| Extracted From THE Diary or Tony, M.P. 


House of Commons, Tuesday, April 12. 
— Reassembled after Easter holidays. 
In spite of frantic summons from per- 
turbed Whip, attendance at opening 
small. Just now, 4 P.M., situation lugu- 
brious. Navy Estimates under discussion. 
CasaBiANCA Pretyman alone on _ the 
Treasury Bench whence all but he have 
fled. Occasionally that other son of 
Neptune, joint representative of the 
naval power of Great Britain, Brevet- 
| Major Artuur Lee, sometime Adjutant 
of the Hong Kong Volunteers, looked in 
to lend a hand to Admiral Preryman 
should any rope go astray. 

At question time announcement made 
that in nine years seventy millions have 
been spent upon construction of new 





ships. Time was when patriotic ambition 
at Admiralty was limited to having in 
fit and ready state a tonnage of fighting “ G f 
| ships exceeding that of any two Powers. © SI. eed Le 
Now, by lavish expense, are running 
close up to kicking the beam in the 
three Powers scale. ‘That is good. Add 
an ex-Captain of Artillery as Civil Lord | throned in his corner seat, is ominously 
of the Admiralty, and an ex-Professor of | deferential to Prerrwan (late R.A.). 
Strategy and Tactics from the Royal| Admits that his knowledge of naval 
Military College, Canada, as Secretary to | tactics is extensive and peculiar. But 
the Admiralty, jointly representing | hints that perhaps men who have been 
Department in House of Commons, and | to sea since boyhood also know a thing 
| the heart surges with proud conviction | or two. 
that, actually, Great Britain ranks on an| Makes no personal reference to an 
| equality with any four Naval Powers. old salt who left a leg at Aboukir and 

In spite of this exhilarating thought | dropped an arm at Trafalgar. But the 
profound depression reigns. Only men|few Members present gaze in sym- 
equal to resisting influence are Dixe| pathy on the war-worn front and re- 
and Car’en Towwy Bowies. The Car’ey, | flect’on the perversity of judgment, 
|the fantasy of prejudice, that arranges 
| who shall sit on the Treasury Bench and 
| who shall be stranded on a back bench. 
| As for Ditke, what a day he is having, 
|to be sure! There has been lapse of 
| full a fortnight since, turning over the 
| pages of his encyclopedic mind, he had 
aroma of reading one or two to 
listening Senate. Has won European 
recognition as critic of military affairs. 
Knows the Navy equally au fond. With 
ambidextrous skill plays with the pro- 
fundities of either or both. This after- 
noon, luminous on the undergunning 
of cruisers; wary on the subject of 
boiler; distrustful of Germany ; posted 
up on submarines, he, alert, informing, 
rose to speak on successive votes. 

Amazed at the moderation of his own 
erudition. Meanwhile, on Treasury 
Bench sat the enraptured ex-Captain of 
Artillery, the entranced ex-Adjutant of 
remotely situated Volunteers, blushing 
at the elementary knowledge of naval 
affairs which justified their Ministerial 
authority. 

Dr. Hutchinson fhas been making inquiries | . Business done. Enormous. By seven 
about “ Low Grade Hops!” (Our Artist trusts | O'Clock, after two divisions and ome | 
it is not this kind /) speeches, Opposition suddenly collapsed. 





“Tue Car’en’ 
(Mr. G-bs-n B-wl-s, Mr. 





| 














TAKES THE LANDSMEN OUT OF THEIR DEPTH. 


Pr-tym-n, and Mr. L-e.) 





In three hours, diversified with talk, 
seven millions sterling voted for Navy. 
Then, as rapidly as Chairman could | 
rattle through details, six votes, totting 
up to additional two millions, submitted 
and agreed to. 

“A Prery good day’s work, May,” 
said the Secretary to the Admiralty to 
the Civil Lord. 

“Yes,” said the Civil Lord to the 
Secretary, “ we've made up Lee-way.” 

Thus do grave Ministers palter with 

uns after four hours in Committee of | 
bepeiy on Navy Estimates. 

Wednesday.— Regret to observe in 
that otherwise estimable statesman, our 
new CorontaL Secretary, lack of human 
sympathy. Missed a great chance this 
afternoon. Swirr MacNeiw. addressed 
to him series of questions designed in 
spiritual interest of heathen Chinee soon 
to be journeying to South Africa. 

During their voyage what provision 
will be made for the exercise of their 
rites? asked the Member for Donegal. | 

On their arrival at their destination | 
will the mine-owners, in addition to 
caring for their material needs, allot, free 
of charge, building sites for temples ? 
And how about observance of Chinese 
festivals? Dear to An Sino are the 
recurring epochs of the New Year, the 
Dragon Boat, the Full Moon, and the 
Winter Solstice. Will he have oppor 
tunity of observing them ? 

Although on spiritual mission bent, | 
Swirt MacNew. was of a frugal mind. | 
Given the sites for the temples, who was | 
to meet the charges of the buildings? 
The fiscal relations of Great Britain and | 
Ireland notoriously unfairly weigh upon 
a country distressed through the ages. | 
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“THE 


BOARD’S CALVES.” 





“Mr. W-r asked the President of the Local Government Board whether Dr. Blaxall, a salaried officer of the London Board, receives 


from the Scottish Board £105 per annum for lymph prepared in the Board’s laboratory and produced from the Board’s calves 


Is Ireland’s share of Imperial taxation 
to be enlarged in order that An Way 
and An No, having relieved their sleeves 
from storage of superfluous aces, may 
repair to their tabernacle and do honour 


to the Dragon Boat, obeisance to the 
Full Moon ? 
A ericketer of renown, ALFRED 


Lyrre.ton might reasonably have been 
expected to play up to Swirr MacNei.i’s 


little game. One of his insidious 
slows’ would have bowled him out in 
the first over. LyTTE! TON, who resents 


reference, however guarded, to the 
shortly answered that 
he had nothing to add to a former reply 
protesting total ignorance on the subject. 

Nor was he more communicative when 


JeremiAn MacVeacn put supplementary 


harmless Chinee, 


question brimming with delicate con 
sideration for interests of an absent 
Minister. 


If idols are provided in the com 
pounds will the right hon. gentleman,” 
Jeremian asked, “undertake that they 
shall be made in Birmingham ?” 

Jesse CoLLincs audibly purred with 
pleasure. As a rule doesn’t think much 
f the Irish Members. Here 
whose connections were remote 
Midland capital of Consistency and 
Intellect. Seeing his opportunity of 
putting in a word for the trade of the 
town he seized it. 

Birmingham has its idol, its face to-day 
turned homeward. MacVeacu not using 
word in that sense. It is the image 
compact of brass or meaner metal, sold 
by the pound weight, 


was one 
from the 


with something 


thrown in for the services of the artificer, 
that filled his generous mind. Birming- 
ham has had much to do with creation 
of state of things leading to importation 
of Chinese to the Transvaal. It has, 
therefore, a right for preference in reap- 
ing any material reward going. Our 
new CoLontaL Secretary ignored question, 
and Speaker called on the next. 
Business done.—Well, none between 
CorontaL Secretary and the Member for 
South Down interposing as uncom- 
missioned agent for Birmingham Brass 


Foundries. Hence Lamentation of 
JEREMIAH. 
Friday night ‘ House just now 


reminds me of timid old gentlewoman 
wanting to cross Piccadilly in what New 
Yorkers call rush hour of the day. 
Gathers her skirts tightly round her 
limbs so that she is sure to stumble if 
she misses her footing; makes dash 
forward at most inopportune moment ; 
runs back just when half a dozen steps 


boldly taken would have carried her 
over. Altogether in pitifully nervous, 
shaken condition. Like Tim Heaty’s 


friend Hapaxkuk, capable de tout in the 
way of foolishness 

Thus the Memper ror Sark, surveying 
the House, almost in moribund condition. 
True that spirits are hopelessly de- 
pressed, especially on Ministerial side. 
The question “Is Parliamentary life 
worth living?” universally answered in 
negative. Opposition eager to get off 


to the poll, where, in spite of still 
divided leadership, they feel like 
‘Tommy Dod, sure to win.” Minis- 


terialists harassed by constant cries 
from Whips’ room of “ Wolf, Wolf!” 
riven on questions of high policy, 
disgusted with wobbling in high places, 
do not care how soon it is over. All the 
same, with the instinct of self-preserva- 
tion felt by men on a raft, they cling to 
the cheerless creaking planks and try to 
dodge the engulfing seas. 

Rumour having a rare good time. At 
every turn fresh flush of perturbation. 
When, on Tuesday, sittings were re- 
sumed, and Prince Arraur announced 
postponement of introduction of Licens- 
ing Bill, everybody knew what it meant. 
Hopeless division in the Cabinet ; impossi- 
bility of smoothing it over even by 
circulation of a fresh pamphlet. Happy 
thought: “Let us rush Thibet to the 
front ; plead urgent necessity for authoris- 
ing engagement of Sikhs (who have for 
months been in the field); put off 
Licensing Bill te some indefinite day 
next week; perhaps in the meantime 
may hit on compromise.” 

Doubtless no basis for this circum- 
stantial rumour. But there it was, 
important at least in its significance as 
indicating the mood which Sark pictures 
in his homely metaphor of the old lady 
on the Piccadilly pavement. 

Things one a like expressed 

herwise. 

Visitor (who has accepted an invitation 
to a local concert). Is it evening dress ? 


Hostess. Oh, no; just as you are 
dressed now— or worse, 


if you have it. 
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| toity! it turned out tout au contraire ! 
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OUR MR, JABBERJEE IN THE FAR EAST. 


Precimary Evrrorta Nore.—As will be evident from our occasional | 
comments, we op our ingenuous Contributor’s communication under | 


»le reserve. 


very considera 


I 
To 
Illustrious Editor of 
London Punch. 


In War-Correspondents’ Compound, 
Tokyo, Japan. 
March 20, 1904. 


My Dear Respecrep! 

I am fully conscious that your two eyes will jut 
out in sheer amazement on beholding above superscription 
of my whereabouts. [Ep. Comment.—As the envelope bears 
an ordinary Indian stamp and Caleutta postmark, it would 
not be surprising if they did.| For it is sure as a gun 
that the very Fates and Deities who superintended my 
nativity did not for a moment anticipate that | was ever 
to figure even indirectly as a bellicose ! 

And if my hard lines of Destiny have compelled me to cry 
“Havoc!” and give the slip to pugnacious Dogs of War, 
[ can only plead (like the impecunicus Mantuan pharma- 
ceutic, who dispensed a fatal dose to Romeo while sevérely 
afflicted by love-sickishness) it was my Poverty and not my 
Will that, wheezing “I will ne’er consent ! ’’—consented ! 

| must make the dismal confession that, after presenting 
my magnificent tragedy of Mr. Frankenstein in New York 
City, it entirely failed (owing chiefly to excessive fire-alarms 
and inclemency of dramatic season) to at all split the adder- 
like ears of Transatlantic groundlings. In consequence 
my golden expectations of loaves and fishes incontinently 
went to pot, and I was again on my beam-ends, without any 
prospect of inducing same to meet ! 

But the darkest dawn has proverbially a silvered lining! 
So, while still employed in busily bewailing my ill-fortunes, 
[ was infernally surprised by a reply-paid wire from hon’ble 
Editor of the Chittagong Evening Conch, a highly respectable 
local rag, {Ep. Com.—It may be—but we have failed to find it 
in any list of Anglo-Indian periodicals] entreating me to | 
proceed sine die to Japan, in the capacity of Confidential 
War reporter ! 

My first instinct was to return a decided “ Nolo Episco- 
pari.” However, both my better halves, with their appur- | 
tenant mothers, together with all of my offsprings who were | 
sufficiently precocious to articulate a lisp, did urge me so) 
vehemently that I was not to nill a responsible sinecure | 
which was infallibly to bring grist to their internal mills, 
that I reluctantly consented to render myself holocaustic on 
Family's Altar. 

Not to risk becoming a prolix by chronicling such very 
miniature beer as the humdrum incidents of a journey to| 
Japan, I will at once ask you to imagine myself disembarking 
at the town of Tokyo. [Ep. Com.—We are doing our best.| 
Now, after arrival, I expected of course to be at once politely 
forwarded to the nearest local scene of carnage—but, hoity- 











| found myself mewed up ignominiously, like pig in poke, 
with sundry other correspondents of English, Scotch, Irish, 
Welsh, American, and Continental nationalities without | 
being afforded the smallest facilities to exercise our cacoéthes | 
scribendi ! 

My fellow colleagues partook of humble pie in this Castle | 
of Indolents with too, too pigeon-livered pusillanimity—but, | 


though no swashbuckle, such indignities soon rendered me | hon’ble native organism of very so-so circula’ 


cross as two sticks! 

“Are we then mere cats, Misters!” I demanded, with 
fiery and garrulous umbrage, “that we are to be hood- 
winked under the thumbs of such undersized Asiatics? Is 


there no one here with coramon audacity to go as bellwether 
to some official big-bug, with the categorical imperative that 


we are to be permitted to witness at least a mediocre 
skirmish ?” 

But all their tongues were tied by excessive sheepishness, 
so, perceiving that I must work the oracle single-handed, I 
undertook to buttonhole a certain military Sho-gun, a highly 
influential old chap of the name of Hon’ble Dar Irom Gixxo, 
[Ep. Com.—It is also the name of a well-known Japanese 
bank} who enjoys the title of an hereditary Daikon. [Ep. 
Com.—On referring to our Anglo-Japanese vocabulary, we 
find “ Daikon” down as “a radish” —but of course it MAY 


have another meaning. | 

I was received in very polite affable style by the said Sho- 
gun, who was in his Hall of Audience, and luxuriously sea 
upon a yebi, but wearing simply his national samisen. 
(Ep. Com.—Our vocabulary gives “yebi” = lobster, and 
“ samisen” = a Japanese banjo—but no matter !} 

I have the honour to append my verbatim note of this 
momentuous interview. |[Ep. Com.—Can Mr. JasBERJEE, 
while in New York, have seen a performance of “The 
Darling of the Gods” ? We merely ask.]| 

Sho-gun (with rather too fulsome Oriental 
Industrious diffuser of intelligence, I break my 
you. Augustly deign to seat your highly-scented self on my 
miserable mat. Do you eat hepeity and well, and how is 
hon’ble health ? 


Myself (adopting, as British Subject, a bluff, hearty Anglo- 
Saxon deportment). Hon'ble health, old cock, is fit as a 
fiddle. But, as official mouthing-piece of ted Cosmo- 
politan |fellow-war-reporters, I must beg to inform you that 
we are getting hon’ble hump. We unanimously consider it 
is high old time that we clapped our impercipient optics on 
your hon’ble war-operations. 

(fanning his bosom in effeminate fashion). Our 


iousness). 
es upon 


a 
miserable little unimportant war is totally unworthy of your 


hon’ble notices ! 

Myself (in wheedling accents). Not at all—it is already 
rendering several civilised hemispheres all agog with lively 
curiosity. — le i i ) But 

Sho-gun (unable to restrain a pleased simper). But you 
English have very nice war of your own—in Phibet. Why 
do you not go and report that ? 

Myself. Alas! I am no Leviathan of filthy lucres that I 
can possibly afford a ticket to Thibet! Besides, hon’ble 
Sso-cun, I and my poor unfortunate comrades are here on 
the spot with orders to report progress—and how is it possible 
to turn out so much as a single brick without some straw to 
show the way of the wind ? 

Sho-gun. We are hon’bly apprehensive lest hon’ble corre- 
spondents should permit some rather unpropitious cat to leak 
out of their hon’ble newsbags. 

Myself. Surely, Polacious Sir, you are not so utterly obsolete 
as to under-rate the sweet milk of a first-class advertisement ? 
You cannot desire to perform all your heroisms in a hole and 


corner! Believe me, hon’ble Stylograph is mightier than 
hon’ble Sword, and it is sheer childishness to tuck up your 
nose at the Power of Press. 


Sho-gun. I miserably regret that I am unable to perceive 
your hon’ble point. 

Myself (significantly). If I am to be denied more bond 
information, I might, perhaps, render a tit for a tat by cabling 
crushing Japanese reverses and regrettable incidents to the 
Chittagong Evening Conch. 

Sho-gun (dissembling his fall of chaps). Pooh! 
tion ! 

Myself (secretly surprised at extent of his information). 
But I am here in additum as the accredited commissioner of 
a far more notorious periodical—Hon’ble London Punch! 

Sho-gun (inhaling his breeze and prostrating head reveren- 
tially on floor). Hon’bly excuse me for miserable ignorance! 
I give you double bowings! That renders it, of course, the 


A mere 

















Arm, 20, 1904.) 


PUNC 


H, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 








totally different pair of shoes. Unfor- 
tunately, we have no war, up to date, in 
our immediate localities, and I can only 
abjectly entreat you to accept this miser- 
able free-pass to a front seat of war in 
Korean Continent. 

Myself. I accept—on condition that I 
may take an assortment of my colleague- 
companions. 

Sho-gun (smiling). Well, well, I can re- 
fuse no favouritism to hon’ ble representa- 
tive of such a highly-renowned facetious. 

Myself (going). I am most awfully 
obliged, my dear old chap. I make my 
little kowtow to you. [Here I went. 

It is a superfluity to add that such an 
unexpectedly felicitous success has ac- 
quired for me an immense kudos with 
all my fellow-special-reporters. And I 
am serenely confident, slmighty Sir, that 
you too will be immoderately gratified 
by the great liberty 1 have taken in 
sheltering my unworthy self under your 
paternal aegis. Also that you will per- 
ceive the nude necessity that the repre- 


Punch must of course be figged out on 
very superior footing to the mere corre- 
spondent of the Chittagong Conch ! 

I have the honour to report that 
already I have incurred several out-of- 
pocket expenditures—-to wit: some 
acrobatic opera-glasses, a field bedstead, 
a colonial riding-saddle (the steed for 
same I can perhaps procure with more 
economy in Korea—but I may have to 


from some Japanese jobmaster or other). 
Please kindly remit funds to provide for 
same by next mail. [Ep. Com.— We 


this under cover to be posted on, vid 
India, as shostest overland route [Eb. 
Com.—Ingenious, but a trifle thin !}, and 
all sinews of war, &c. are to be forwarded 
to my registered address at the Burra 
Bazar, Calcutta. They are thus far more 
likely to come to hand than if despatched 
direct to so outlandish a neighbourhood 
as Korea. [Ep. Com.—Q(Quite so !| 

I shall not require more (at present) 
than about rs. 500-—-though an even 
more moderate honorarium would not 
be too scornfully rejected. In Japan the 
rupee is called a “ yen”’—though of far, 
far less intrinsic value! Verb. sap.! ! 
In all human probability, the Chittagong 
Conch would consent to go snacks with 
you for my working expenses—but this 
of course must be matter of private 
arrangement between you. 

With 1000 infinite thanks (in anticipa- 
tion) to such a benevolent and inimitable 


blessed party ! I am, Radiant Sir! 





and sincere Friend, 


[Ev. Nore. — We are complying with Mr. 
| JABRERJEE’S modest request—just to see how 
far he intends to go. ] 








sentative of so tip-top a periodical as | 


take some preliminary equitation lessons | 


thought this was coming !| 1 am sending | 


Your affectionate, beloved, genuine | 


URBS RURI. TWO FABLES. 
[(“ Possibly it may become the fashion fifty I 


years hence for jaded country people to come weet he 
to London for rest and quiet.”"—From the last Oxck upon a tine Too-Many-Cooks 
roth. So the King sent for 


Presidential address to the Institution of - the 
‘Too-Many-Cooks, and when they had 


Chartered Surveyors. | . 

Awanpa, quit the rural lane, arrived he tasted the Broth before them. 
And to the urban fastness fly ; “ Bad broth, O Too-Many-Cooks,” said 

| For there, shrieks never passing train, the King ; * try it.” 

| Nor noisy motor hurtles by. Che Too-Many-Cooks tried the Broth. 

“Bad broth, O King,” said they: 

“ veritably bad.” : 
“And whyfore?” inquired the King. 
“ Because we are Too-Many-Cooks,” 

answered they. ) 





| No more sad Philomel’s lament 
Lends music to the verdant copse ; 

Instead by hoots the air is rent, 
That call the workers to the shops, 














| 
| 


| 





UNIMAGINATIVE. 


Auntie. “Do you see THE HAIR IN THIS OLD Broocn, Cyum.? 
FATHER'S.” ‘ 
Cyril. “1 say, Auntie, ne Dipy’T HAVE MUCH!” 


It was your Great-Garanp 





“Dear me, so you are,” said the King. 
‘In which case what's to be done?” 
Asylums, prisons, hospitals, “O King, live for nearly always!” 

Usurp the acres of our sires. replied the Too-Many-Cooks. “To a less 
Ab. quit the busy haunts of Trade, ye sme d — thee youreelt it might 
pag Rr bg red oe adnree appear that the remedy lay in a decrease 

¢ ms, . . , ‘of the number of cooks. But we be 

Where ‘neath the plane tree’s grateful | pdhrrrdipe es -chey Meee ao aa 
Pee easiest Se your ye — wed seh 
a a. feiadncciaail pleasanter way out of the difficulty woul: 
The public wealth provides a seat. be to double the quantity of broth.”’ 
“Tet it be as you suggest,” said the 
ing. 

Moral.—There are 

killing a pig than three. 


A grimy network of canals, 
A tangle of electric wires, 


Here spacious streets and quiet slums 
Shall give your shattered nerves repose, 
| Where scanty traffic softly hums, 
And kindly Nature seems to doze. 


more 


‘ . 
Horry Bunesno Janpenser, B.A. | Here we will mark the gradual Spring II. 
| And watch the Pelican at play ; 


Once upon a time Good Wine needed 
no Bush. 
Moral. 


St. James’s Park—the very thing! 
AMANDA, come to town, I say! 


Advertise. 


oe ee Se ee 











ways of 


But that was a long time ago. | 
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| and business-like mistress, who will have none of it, is as 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. | good comedy as anyone could wish. Indeed for “a reading,” 
jemphatically in this instance “A ‘ Penny’ Reading,” these 
Derma his life it used to be lamented that Lord Acto | passages, if dramatically rendered, ought to be exceptionally 
wrote ao little. The marvel and the regret were the greater successful. ‘ 
because it was known, intimately by his friends, vaguely by | 
the public, that he knew so much. He} In Dwala (Swrra, Evper) Mr. Groror Catperon has hit upon 
might have added precious things to Eng-|a happy idea and—a wise man—he does not work it to death. 
lish literature. He seriously, but too long,|The story, brimful of fun and satire, is told in a small, 
contemplated writing The History of Li-| pleasantly printed volume. The hero is an old friend—the 
herty. It remained at his death “ The| Missing Link. Where the novelty comes in is in respect of 
Madonna of the Future,” as Mrs. Drew, | the adaptation of circumstances. The great ape is discovered 
appropriating the title of one of Heyry|in Borneo, and is at the time of his introduction in the 
James's novels, wittily called it. However, | company of Mr. Bone, the emissary of an American showman 
Lord Acton for awhile held office as Lord-|in search of novelties. He has found the Missing Link, 
in-Waiting to the Queey, one grim flash of | dresses him in the clothing of Western civilisation, teaches 
humour ina life which humour did not obtrusively illumi-| him to talk and to perform household duties. Mr. Bone, of 
nate. The world is indebted to Mr. Hersert Pauw for giving | whom we see too little, is delightful. Best of all in a canvas 
it The Letters of Lord Acton to Mary Gladstone (Gporce ALLEN), | crowded with exaggerated types is the Missing Link itself, 
prefacing the volume with a scholarly biographical note. | “a thing of large majestic motions, eyes deep set under thick 
Written without prospect of publication, they are the frank, | eyebrows.” Through what to average man would have been 
shrewd, commentary of a scholar and a man of affairs upon /an exciting career the great ape lounges with the serenity 
current events, chiefly in English political affairs between | that comes of ancient birth and innate good breeding. From 
the years 1879 and the first month of 1886. Lord Actoy|kingship of a neighbouring tribe to acceptance of the post 
doubtless went on writing throughout that troubled year, | of the Prime Minister, with a seat in the House of Commons, 
which, as he predicted, in certain circumstances saw the|nothing comes amiss to him. Amid sordid self-seekers, 
wreck of the Liberal Party. Writing on August 29, 1884, | latest fruit of civilisation, the ape is in his simplicity and 
he said, “The Home Rulers are going to be the arbiters of | single-mindedness the truest gentleman. My Baronite sus- 
Party government. That means ruin to the Liberal Party.” | pects that was the lesson Mr. Catperon set himself to teach. 
He lived to see fulfilment of his prophecy, brought about) But he does not let his moral run away with him and spoil 
through the agency of the statesman at whose feet he ever |a pleasing tale. 
sat, an admiring, affectionate disciple. His faithfulness unto | ; 3 
this last was testified to by his acceptance of office the | | The Albert Gate Affair, by Louis Tracy (Warp, Lock & Co.), 
grotesque position alluded to—in Mr. Granstoye’s last | is a cleverly devised story of a robbery, successfully carried 
Administration. The volume is full of interest. Not the | out in spite of all safeguards provided by ward, lock and co., 
least informing passage is found in a note, transcription | the “co.” in this particular instance being the police. The 
of a page from what Lord Acton calls “the precious | romance is one after the manner of Sherlock Holmes and 
diary” of his correspondent. In this, recording a con- Monsieur Lecocq. It is decidedly interesting, but only those 
versation at Hawarden under date November 15, 1881, | possessed of such mental gifts as would qualify them to 
Mrs. Drew discloses Mr. Giapstoye’s contemplation of retire-| shine as criminal lawyers, detectives, or persevering solvers 
ment this at a period little more than twelve momhs after | of chess problems, can be expected to comprehend and 
he had been returned to power by an overwhelming majority. | closely follow pursuers and pursued through the various 
My Baronite does not remember any rumour of the intention | intricacies of their mysterious movements. The author is 
reaching House of Commons circles at the time. It is in| gifted with a happy name for this kind of literature. He 
its way tragic to find that in considering his successor in | Should bring out Tracking Crime by Tracy. 
the Leadership of the House of Commons, Mr. GLADSTONE | . —— 
mentioned Sir Cuartes Dike as “ the man best fitted.” In The Tutors Love Story (ConsTaBLE & Co.), Mr. 
| Warren Frira, having selected the diary form for his 
Were The Sanyasi, by Mrs. F. E. Peywy (Cuatro anp| novel, has achieved success by means as simple as they 
Wrvxvus), considered only from one point of view, as a series | are _artistic. In a few masterly touches you get the 
of scenes in Indian life, vividly and picturesquely described | diarist before you; you proceed with him in his work, 
in admirable word-painting, it would be a most interesting | his pleasure, and his trouble; and yet he is a man with 
work; but when added to this there are, passing through| whom it is as difficult to sympathise as it is with the 
these scenes, strongly-marked characters, native and European, |conduct of the lady for whom he cherishes a_ secret 
actuated by various passions and motives, every one in his or | passion, and who, with equal secrecy, is in love with 
her own way working out a gradually and artistically developed | somebody else. The slight inci- 
plot wherein comedy and tragedy intermingle, we find our-|dental sketch of the “society 
selves becoming so absorbed in the doings of these individuals, | Irishman” Johnny Ball, only 
that we cannot lay aside the story until we know the very | lacks the complement of a talent 
worst, and the very best, that the authoress has pre-deter- for singing comic Irish songs, 
mined for them. The animated scene of the pearl-fishery | with the brogue turned on pretty 
is exceptionally powerful, and would arrest our attention | strong, and catching refrains, to 
apart from its bearing on the main incidents of the! be perfect in its way. The Sta- 
tale, of which, thus deftly worked in, this pearl-fishery be-|thams, artist and wife, are evi- 
comes an essential part. Fascinatingly realistic too is the|dently studies from originals. 
description of life in Madras. Miggle, the Indian butler, is,|It is a cleverly written and in- 
to an untravelled European, a study of a novel character, | teresting book, and, with the 
convincingly true and intensely humorous. The scene between | exception of one incident, with- 
this faithful servitor, who is almost as devoted to the for-| out a note of sensational effect 
hidden sport of cock-fighting as he is to his most respected | from beginning to end. 























